THE  SILENT  ISLE

silver with "orient liquor in a crystal glass," as if
one stifled under a load of delights ; I yearned for
plainer rooms and simpler fare, and for freer and^
more genuine talk. One felt that the aimaof the
circle was satisfaction rather than beauty; to be
sheltered and caressed rather than to be invigorated
and tranquillised.

I was standing in a drawing-room one night
before dinner, already sated with the food/the talk,
the music, and the art of the day, as the guests began
to arrive: such clean, brilliant men, faultlessly
appointed; such beautiful and delicate women,
with a vague sense of fragrance and jewels, came
stealing in. Suddenly among the company there
came stalking in a great literary man, an old friend
of my own; handsome, too, and well-appointed
enough, but with a touch of roughness and vigour
that made him, I thought, like a chieftain among
courtiers; and wearing the haggard air of the man
who toils at his art, and cannot achieve his incom-
municable hopes or capture his divine dreams.
He came up to me, smiling, in a secluded corner.
"Hullo," he said, "man vieuxt who would have
thought of finding you here in the island of
Circe?"

" I might ask the same question," I said. " But
perhaps I have the sacred herb, moly, the 'small
unsightly root' in nay bosom, to guard me against
the spells."

"The leaf has prickles on it," he said, with a
smile ; " there is nothing prickly about our friends
here."